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Then let us so ferry the lord that was ours,

The lief man of men, to where long shall he

In the All-Wielder's keeping full patiently wait.
Bade then to bid the bairn of that Weohstan,

The deer of the battle, to a many of warriors,   sno

The house-owning wights, that the wood of the
bale

They should ferry from far, e'en the folk-owning
men,

Toward   the  good   one.     And  now  shall  the
gleed fret away,

The  wan  flame   a-waxing,   the   strong   one   of
warriors,

Him who oft-times abided the shower of iron

When the storm of the shafts driven on by the
strings

Shook over the shield-wall, and the shaft held its
service,

And eager with feather-gear follow'd the barb.
Now then the wise one, that son was of Weoh-
stan,

Forth from the throng then call'd of the king's
thanes                                                              3120

A seven together, the best to be gotten,

And himself went the eighth in under the foe-
roof;

One man of the battlers in hand there he bare